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Part 2

By Obsidian

Copyright 2026 Obsidian

Thank you so much for purchasing this short story, I sincerely hope you like it.

A huge thank you to my good friend GetWhimsical for her help editing this work. However, if you find any typos and wish to let me know, you can contact me via my socials at the end of the text.

Furthermore, if you find any of the content offensive and believe I’m missing some warning regarding it, please notify me so I can fix that as soon as possible.

Enjoy!

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

———
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Several months had passed since that night when everything changed and Nyana made her ill-fated attempt to capture a dragon, an audacious gambit she'd hoped would enlist his power in breaking the ancient curse threatening her people. Her bold intrusion into Aurel's lair had ended rather differently than planned however, with the elf finding herself the first of the dragon's cherished mates. After Aurel bound her to his soul that night, the two had lost themselves in one another for the better part of almost two entire days, their ardor interrupted only by the arrival of a wandering band of kobolds who had come to pledge their service to the dragon.

The weeks that followed had been a whirlwind. With the kobolds' eager assistance, Nyana and Aurel had thrown themselves into transforming the crumbling castle ruins into something worthy of a dragon's lair and a home. Tunnels were excavated and cleared, sagging walls shored up and reinforced, and cosy rooms and warm niches carved out of spaces that had long known only dust and silence. The kobolds had proven themselves craftier than many might have guessed and, with a little magical assistance from their Master and his mate, they had even managed to lay down pipework, coaxing running water through the old stone walls. The sight of it had left Nyana slack-jawed with wonder, while Aurel's chest swelled for his industrious little charges.

As predicted by Aurel when he first lay with Nyana, the elven woman's belly had swelled with a rapid growing clutch of kobold eggs in just two weeks, leaving her almost immobile on their nest. Thankfully, she didn't have to wait long for relief, and after just a day more Aurel was tenderly holding her as their kobolds assisted her with the delivery. Nyana had laid six eggs in total, the sun elf resting exhausted against her mate. He smiled proudly down at her as she slept, knowing the amount of eggs was the largest anyone had ever recorded a dragon's mate carry.

Later, Nyana claimed to have suffered no pain from it, just fatigue from all the pushing. After each egg came free from her insides an almost orgasmic shiver had coursed through her flesh, filling the room with moans that reminded Aurel of their passionate nights together, rather than the delivery of a clutch of eggs.

When fresh laid, the eggs had been flexible and rubbery, though they quickly hardened as the kobolds tended to them in their crèche. They took easily to this task. The long kobold tradition of caring for eggs as a community, without concern for who had laid which, was deeply etched into their beings. Not that it really worked in this instance, for Nyana's eggs were almost twice the size of the ones the kobolds were already caring for, gleaming with a magical power that made them almost hum as they matured.

A mere two weeks later, Aurel and Nyana were interrupted by excited noises and yips as Kobolds raced through the lair.  Following the sounds to their source, they found the large eggs shuddering slightly.  Now almost the size of an adult kobold, all within the lair gathered at this final moment and an awed hush fell across them as the first crack appeared in an egg's shell.

The freshly hatched kobolds were as large as young adults, and their looks marked them unmistakably as Aurel's progeny. Glimmering golden scales covered their big, muscular bodies (at least by kobold standards), and their eyes were as green and deep as Nyana's emerald gaze. While drowsy and confused at first, in mere hours they started speaking coherently, inquiring their parents for their needs so they could get to work.

Nyana would have none of it. She sat down with the her newly hatched babies, smothering them in hugs and covering them in kisses like a proud mother, and with the help of Aurel and the other kobolds, they put together a hasty but heartfelt "happy hatching" celebration. During the celebration, Nyana and Aurel, who had been inquiring the other kobolds on their naming conventions for the last two weeks, lovingly named each of her babies to a chorus of happy and excited yips.

Yet eventually the celebration came to a close, and the young golden scaled kobolds joined the others in their duties so naturally Nyana commented it was as though they'd all been there from the start. 

With Nyana fully recovered and the Lair running smoothly thanks to their kobolds, Aurel and his mate started planning the next step of their quest... how to find the next puzzle piece to end the curse. 

Always the voracious reader, Aurel travelled to nearby cities in human or elven guise to acquire any books or texts that may help them find their targets. While Nyana was not as fond of books as her Master, she stayed by his side through the process, carefully listening to his musings and thoughts. To the dragon's delight, he had been more than correct when his intuition told him that Nyana was rather bright, just reckless and unfocused. She had an uncanny capacity to notice connections and deduce things from the jumble of information that Aurel produced from his frenzied research.

Their investigation had proven so much fun that on many days sunset had sneaked upon them while sharing ideas or adding details to the ever expanding corkboard, slowly getting lost into each other's gaze until passion took them and the lair shook from their ravenous love making.

As he had promised his mate, the dragon had taught her the basics of magic, and Nyana had taken to it like a fish to water. The woman already had untapped potential when it came to the arcane, and being bonded to a dragon had only reinforced this. Spells that normally took months to learn she was weaving in mere days, sometimes even hours, leaving Aurel in awe as she effortlessly demonstrated impressive arcane feats with an excited smile on her face.

Early on their investigation, they had decided to focus on moon elves, as they were the most likely to have left records regarding their history and familial connection to the curse. Such focus had proven fruitful, and after a few months of work the pair were confident to have located someone highly likely to have a piece.

The realms of the moon elves had slowly faded from history as the curse thinned their numbers, until they had all been destroyed or or simply dissolved. Of note was the Midnight Court of Serelith, not because if its grand splendour or riches, though it didn't lack of either, but because it was the last one of its kind to stubbornly stand against the passage of time.

Alas, even it eventually crumbled, unable to maintain a population big enough to survive. The humans, half-elves and others who had continued it's legacy had tried their best to maintain the realm as it was, and while it was still prosperous, it was clear to all that it had become something else entirely.

However, Nyana and Aurel were very certain the royal family of Serelith descended directly from those individuals that were cursed long ago. When the old king dissolved the monarchy and passed the reins of the realm to his half-elf descendants, a young child had remained, Princess Thaelia, the last elf of their bloodline.

It was her birth that had convinced the king to relinquish his crown after almost a millennia of rule, for he realised the princess would be doomed to either see things wither further until the inevitable end, or obsess with the preservation of their line as Nyana's mother had done. Thus, as soon as she was of age, the princess wandered the realms, nesting within the courts of the land like a fading star shooting through the nigh sky. 

To ingratiate herself to the different realms that hosted her, the princess had become a peerless entertainer, or so many letters and gazettes stated. She was most famous for her dances, which she exclusively performed for royalty. Those kings and queens graced with the honor of witnessing one of these ancient displays raved about their captivating beauty and the princess' hypnotic movements. 

Many a prince had fallen on their knees, begging for her favor or hand in marriage, but the princess had famously rejected all advances, even escaping an obsessed admirer by mysteriously disappearing from the tower she was being held in like shadows vanishing from a lit candle.

Almost as if fated, the princess was currently living in a nearby city. She was rarely seen in public, and hadn't given a performance in a prolonged period of time. Yet, Aurel and Nyana put together a plan to tease her out of her lodgings and bring her somewhere private to discuss their quest.

Aurel and Nyana temporarily moved into the city to put things in motion. Using his innate shape-shifting power, Aurel assumed the form of a sun elf with a noble bearing, introducing himself to the locals as Aurelius Solus, elven prince of a long dissolved kingdom. While his mate couldn't help but giggle at the blatantly obvious fake name, the absurd number of elven family trees they had reviewed allowed them to concoct a remarkably sturdy backstory for him, one that would require truly encyclopaedic knowledge to see through.

Nyana, on the other hand, didn't need to use any trickery. She introduced herself as the prince's wife, and her family name carried enough weight to give credence to Aurel's deception.

From their temporary lodgings in the city they sent letters and asked favours so as to get in touch with princess Thaelia. They spun a tale about how Aurelius had heard the princess was in the city, and he longed to see one of her famous performances, nostalgic for
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